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Author's Notes: 
Jerry had fo cancel his show in LA on January 29, 2023 because they got snowed-in in Reno. This is every fantic 
writer's wet dream. So here's a little something | whipped up. 


Jerry followed the younger man into the room. Because of the snowstorm and all the canceled flights, the 
hotel booked up pretty quickly. They were unable to get their original rooms back and had to double up. They 
offered Jerry and Greg a suite. 


Greg dropped his bag on the sectional couch and looked around. Jerry closed the door and wheeled his suitcase 


out of the way. 


"This sucks, dude." 


"Yeah. Who knew it was gonna be this bad? What did they say the total was?" 


"| don't know, eight to twelve or something.” Greg rubbed his hands over the back of his head and sighed. "| 
gotta hit the gym or something.’ 


"Okay „when you're done, we could go check out the arcade or the bowling alley, or maybe play some slots?" 


"Don't you need to make some phone calls and shit?" 


"I can do that while you're running." 


Greg eyed the older man for a moment. "Yeah, okay. Right" He turned and opened his suitcase, pulling things 
out and dropping them on the couch until he found a pair of leggings and his sneakers. 


Jerry took his phone out to start making calls while Greg sat down to untie his boots. He crossed the room 
and sat down on the couch also and held the phone up to his ear. When Greg stood up and unbuttoned his 
pants to take them off, Jerry stared. Greg was doing things like that last year, too. Jerry didn't know what to 
make of it. Sometimes, he was sure Greg was flirting with him. Other times, he just chalked it up to how close 
they had become. If he was comfortable changing his clothes in front of Jerry, no big deal, right? Jerry 
stripped down in front of Greg a few times. Mostly testing him to see what he would do. And since Greg did 
nothing, well, that's that. Right? 


" hello? Jer? You there?" 


"Oh, shit. Yeah. Sorry, man. Listen, we got snowed in up here in Reno." Jerry went on to explain to Mike that 
he wasn't going to make it home for another day or two. He asked him to go check on the cats and feed them 
while he was gone. 


Greg was down to his shorts for a moment while he pulled on a semi-clean shirt and his leggings. 


Jerry watched him dress before he made the next call. Little did he know, Greg could see him in the mirror on 
the wall. But he said nothing and sat down again to tie his sneakers. He picked up his air pods, phone, and a 
bottle of water from the mini-bar. 


"l'Il be back in like an hour, maybe less." 


The older man nodded and let out the breath he didn't realize he was holding after Greg left the room. 


After he made a couple more phone calls to change plans and try to sort out a way to get home the next 

day, Jerry tried to busy himself with his phone. He checked to see who would be advancing to the Super Bowl 
since he missed most of the games due to the travel debacle. He scrolled Instagram a litte, typed out a post 
and then changed his mind, deleting it. He knew he'd have to post something but wanted to wait until he heard 


back from Gavin. 


Gavin was disappointed that Jerry got stuck in Reno and scolded him in that cheeky British way of his about 
taking the jet in the first place. If he and his crew had only rented a bus like he suggested, none of this would 
have happened. That was another relationship that often made Jerry scratch his head. 


But it was in his best interest to sort out the one at hand. He could figure Gavin out at a later date. Jerry 
took his suitcase to the bedroom and put it down on the bench, unzipping it and taking out his shower kit. He 
washed his face and brushed his teeth, just trying to clear his mind and freshen up a little. The truth was he 


couldn't wait until Greg came back. He wanted to go have some fun with him. He loved his adventures with 


Greg. In a way, Jerry was glad to have this extra day stuck in Reno with nothing to do. In a place like the 
Grand Sierra, there was plenty to keep them entertained, 


He returned to the couch and turned the TV on, desperately trying not to count the minutes until the younger 


man returned. He got stuck into an episode of Succession, a series he'd been trying to keep up with and failing. 


A loud and persistent knocking on the door startled Jerry. He looked around as he stood up and went to the 
door. When he opened it, Greg burst through, sweaty and breathing heavy. 


‘Forgot to grab a key," he told Jerry as he dropped his phone on top of his open bag. He took the air pods out 
of his ears and dropped them, too. "Gonna just take a quick shower. | went by the arcade. Looks cool. They got 
bumper cars. Gil texted and said they're gonna do laser tag, too. Wanna do laser tag with them? Oh, and 


there's a sushi place that looks cool. We could get a late dinner or something." 


Jerry stood by the door, his mouth open, trying to catch up with Greg. "Uh, yeah, sure. Sushi sounds good." 


"Oh, and | saw the bar is doing karaoke later, too, if you're up for that." 


"Yeah, we can do whatever you want, kid." 


Greg threw him a smirk as he rifled through his bag again. "Kid. Dude, how many times | gotta -" 


"| know. You hate it.” 


"| don't hate it. l'm just not a kid." 


"You ~" 


"I am to you, | know." He shook his head and playfully shoved Jerry as he walked by, toward the bathroom. "Old 
fuck" 


The older man absently rubbed his chest where Greg had pushed him. "Hurry up in there." 


"Itd go faster if | had a hand," Greg called back. 


The sound that came out of Jerry was somewhere between the painful groan of a lion with a burr in its paw 


and the wheeze of air rushing out of a flat tire. 


Greg came out in the pants and lorg sleeve shirt he was wearing before and smelling of bergamot and lemon. 


The hotel's soap. He quickly pulled on clean socks and his boots and jumped to his feet. 


"Ready. Quick enough for you?" 


"Suppose," Jerry mumbled as he picked up his phone and a key card and put them in his pockets. "Bowling, 
right?" He asked as he opened the door. 


"Dude, bowling is boring!" Greg whined as he passed Jerry, into the hallway. 


"It is not" 


"It really is. 'm sorry to break it to you, old man" And he bumped Jerry's shoulder. 


"Maybe | like boring. Maybe l'm so old, boring's all | can do." 


| fuckin’ hope not" 


Jerry reluctantly agreed to play laser tag. He figured he'd just get out first and go play some slot machines. 
The teams were Greg, Gil, and Tyler versus Jerry, Lola, and Herb. Once they had all their gear on, they were 
led into the small, dark arena. Greg and Gil and Lola immediately took off. Tyler could have shot Jerry right 
then and there but for some reason, he decided to chase down his daughter. Jerry and Herb separated and 
Jerry crept along the perimeter, ducking behind different structures. He found himself cornered and someone 


quickly approaching but it was too dark to immediately see who it was. 


"Who's that?" 


Then he heard a snicker and he knew it was Greg. Jerry raised his gun but couldn't shoot. The barrel of his 
gun was pushed aside and Greg's body crashed into him, forcing him against the wall, 


"Ow! Dude, this isn't full contact laser tag!" 


"Too bad, right?" Greg's mouth was very close to his. 


Jerry dropped his gun and wound one arm around Greg, holding him there against him. His head came off the 
wall, seemingly trying capture Greg in a kiss but the younger man was gone just as quickly as he had 
appeared. Again, Jerry heard that snicker. He picked up his gun and tried to chase after Greg. 


The younger man obviously let him catch him. He barreled into Greg, pinning him against one of the obstacles. 


"Full contact laser tag is fun, isn't it?" 


Jerry huffed and didn't let him go this time. He finally did it. He kissed Greg. A hand came around the back of 
Jerry's neck, gripping it tightly while Greg pushed his tongue into his mouth. The next thing he knew, his vest 
lit up and buzzed. 


"Fuck!" 


Greg laughed as he ran away. 


He made his way out of the arena and turned in his vest and gun In a daze, Jerry left the arcade and 
wandered, trying to clear his head for the second time that afternoon. He entered the casino and sat down at 


a slot machine. Jerry took out his phone and sent a text to Greg. 


"What the fuck was that? I'm in the casino. Find me when you're done." 


After he put a few bills into the machine, Jerry hit the spin button over and over, barely paying attention to 
the game. With only $5 left, he decided to hit max bet. One last spin, all or nothing. And he hit a bonus. 


As he sat and watched free spin after free spin accumulate a hefty win, he felt someone sit down at the 
machine beside him. 


" Hey. 


"Hey." He glanced at Greg. 


"You winning?" 


"Last spin. Got the bonus." 


"Cool. So, about back there ..” 


It was adorable to Jerry that Greg now seemed a little low-key and sheepish. "What about back there?" 


"| mean you kissed me." 


"Uh-huh. You gonna act like you ain't been asking for it for the past two years?" 


"No. | was gonna ask why it took you two fuckin’ years." 


Jerry cracked a grin. "Asshole." 


When his borus feature was completed, Jerry cashed out a ticket for $800. 


"Dinner's on you." Greg patted his shoulder. 


"Where'd everyone else go?" 


"Still in the arcade." 


"Cool." 


With his ticket in hand, Jerry wandered deeper into the casino. "Feeling lucky now." 


Greg followed. "I bet you are." 


As Jerry sat down at another machine and started to insert the ticket, Greg grabbed his wrist. 


"Maybe don't do that." 


"Why not?" 


"| got a better idea" 


"Do you?" 


"Cash that out." 


"And?" 


"Let's, uh, find something else to do." 


"Like?" 


The younger man rolled his eyes. "Oh, my god, Jer.” 


"What?" 


"Come on. Don't make me say it." 


"| don't know what you're talking about" 


"Ugh. 


Jerry grinned and raised his eyebrows. 


"Fine. Fine. Whatever. l'm going to the room." 


"You don't have a key." 


Greg started to walk away and turned around, walking backward away from Jerry. He rolled his eyes again and 


flipped Jerry off. 


Jerry turned to find the machine to cash in his ticket. Once he pocketed his winnings, he hurried out of the 
casino to the elevators up to the rooms. He found Greg waiting, leaning against their door with his arms 
crossed. 


"Took you long enough." 


"Oh, shut up, you fucking brat." Jerry grinned. He opened the door and shoved Greg back, into the room. 


Greg grabbed hold of Jerry to keep from stumbling. He pulled the older man into the room with him and met 


him in a deep, hungry kiss. Jerry returned the kiss as he wrapped his arms around Greg and walked him into 
the bedroom. 


"Better make this good. | could be downstairs, winning another eight hundred bucks." 


"Oh, shut up, you old fuck" 


"Gonna pay for that, kid," Jerry growled and pushed Greg down on the bed. 


"No, I'm not. You're the big winner. Remember?" Greg turned over on his front and pushed up on his hands and 


knees, trying to crawl up to the pillows. 


Jerry grabbed him by the ankle and yanked him back, causing Greg to fall flat on his stomach. Jerry climbed 
up on top of him and hissed in his ear. "Oh, you're gonna pay with something other than money. Better than 


money, | hope." 


"You fuckin’ know it." Greg hissed back. 


